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CAST 

Ben — 
Hacker 

Mrs. Hacker 
Eleanor 
O'Hara 
Rosamond 
Brian 

Rob 


Piper 


Doreen (New) 


Mike (New) 
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Sets 


KITCHEN 

STUDY 

HACKER SITTING ROOM 

ROSAMOND'S BEDROOM 

FOYER 

LIVING ROOM 

ROB'S ROOM 

UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR 

DOREEN'S BEDROOM (ROSAMOND'S RE-DRESS) 


LAUNDRY - TUB - LIMBO 


a 


(INT. THE KITCHEN - DAY) 
(PIPER IS PREPARING A LUNCHEON 
TRAY FOR ONE ... AS O'HARA LAYS 
OUT THE UTENSILS TO GO ALONG 
WITH IT. MRS. HACKER ENTERS 
WITH AN ARMLOAD OF LINEN) 
O'HARA: 
The new girl's not getting 
here any too soon, is she? 
MRS. HACKER: 
And Eleanor with her’ I 
can't run the stairs like 
I used to. 
(SHE LAYS THE LINEN DOWN ON A 
COUNTER AND COUNTS IT WITH BELOW) 
O'HARA: 
Now, Mrs. Hacker ... there's 
not a day you don't pass me 
on the way up. 
MRS . HACKER: 
That's a lovely lie, Mr. O'Hara. 
I thank you. There ... now 
I've lost my count. And two 


rooms still to be done. 


Zoek 


(SHE STARTS COUNTING THE LINEN 
AGAIN AS HACKER ENTERS FROM 
THE UPSTAIRS ENTRANCE) 
HACKER: 
Are you ready with Mr. Lassiter's 
lunch, Mr. Piper? 
PIPER: 
Just heating the bread, 
Mr. Hacker. 
(HACKER GLANCES AROUND) 
HACKER: 
Eleanor and Brian not back 
with the new one yet? 
(THE QUESTION CAUSES MRS . HACKER 
TO LOSE HER PLACE AGAIN) 
O'HARA: 
You know Brian. He's probably 
taking her for a tour of all 
the sights. 
HACKER: 
(TO O'HARA) 
T'll take Mr. Lassiter's tray. 
He's not in the best of tempers, 
I'm afraid. You see to Mrs. 
Lassiter. She's feéling poorly 


today. 
MRS. HACKER: 
Would you like me to bring her 


a tray? 


HACKER: 
You'd better wait here for 
your niece. And stop fretting 
about upstairs. Mr. Lassiter 
likes the feeling of a gentle- 
men's club now and then. No 
feminine staff about, you know. 
(HE PICKS UP THE TRAY) 
MRS. HACKER: 
Mr. Hacker ... that is an 
outrageous thing to say. 
(HE IS SMILING) 
HACKER: 
Of course, it is, my dear ... 
of course. But rest assured 
I do not share those sentiments. 
(HE STARTS OFF) 
SC. 2 
(INT. BENJAMIN'S STUDY - DAY) 
(HACKER IS PUTTING THE TRAY BEFORE 
HIM ON THE DESK) 
BENJAMIN : 
Peek under. the cover again, 
Hacker? 
(BENJAMIN LIFTS THE PLATE COVER) 
HACKER: 
Just to see that it was properly 


raw, sir. 


BENJAMIN : 

It looks right off the hoof. 
(THE DOOR OPENS AND ROSAMOND 
ENTERS. BENJAMIN STUDIES THE 
SANDWICH ... THOUGHTFULLY. HE 
HOLDS UP THE SANDWICH. ROSAMOND 
CROSSES TO HIS SIDE) 

BENJAMIN : (Cont'd) 

I just like the taste of it. 

Don't I, darling? 

{SHE KISSES HIM AS HACKER BUSIES 
HIMSELF POURING TEA) 
ROSAMOND: 

Can I have Brian for awhile, 

Daddy? I have some shopping 

to do. 

BENJAMIN : 

Just be back by four. I'll 
need him to drive me then. 
HACKER: 

(HESITATES FOR A MOMENT) 

I'm afraid Brian's not yet 

back, sir. He's gone to the 

docks to pick up the new 
parlor maid. 
ROSAMOND : 


Another one? 


(A 


HACKER: 
They should be here any moment, 
Miss Rosamond. 

BENJAMIN : 
If Mrs. Hacker ever leaves 
our household, she'll make a 
first class Commissioner of 
Immigration. 

HACKERS: 
Doreen is a fine young woman, 
Mr. Lassiter. She comes 
highly recommended. 

BENJAMIN: 
By whom? 

HACKER: 
SLIGHT BEAT) 
Mrs. Hacker's cousin. 

BENJAMIN : 
I know Irish families are large. 
But your wife's dipping into 
the next county. 

HACKER: 
My wife and I are both deeply 
appreciative of your kindness, 
sir. I'm sure Doreen will be 
a credit to the house. 

BENJAMIN: 


No doubt. 


I - 3 
(A LOUD HONKING OF THE CAR HORN 
IS HEARD OUTSIDE. ROSAMOND AND 
HACKER TURN THEIR HEADS TOWARD 
THE WINDOWS) 
BENJAMIN : (Cont'd) 
Brian's in good voice this 
afternoon. Sounds like one 
of Fawn's voice teachers. 
(THE HORN SOUNDS AGAIN) 
BENJAMIN: (Cont'd) 
Perhaps we should have hired 
a band as well for Mrs. Hacker's 
niece, You'd better go, Hacker 
«se give the girl a hand. 
HACKER: 7 
Yes sir, thank you again, 
Mr. Lassiter. 
(AS HACKER GOES, WE SEE THAT 
ROSAMOND IS LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW) 
BENJAMIN : 
What's she look like, Rosamond? 
ROSAMOND: 
Same as the others. A mouse. 
sc. 3 
(INT. THE KITCHEN - DAY) 
(ELEANOR IS STANDING IN THE AREA 
NEAR THE SERVICE ENTRANCE, URGING 


A SHY DOREEN TO COME IN) 


f-=3 
ELEANOR: 
Come on now. They're all 
waitin’ to meet you. 
(VERY SLOWLY, DOREEN COMES IN. 
SHE IS NONDESCRIPT IN APPEARANCE 
AND VERY TIMID. ANGLE WIDENS TO 
INCLUDE MRS. HACKER, O'HARA AND 
HACKER WHO IS NOW ENTERING) 
MRS. HACKER: 
Come in, child. 
ELEANOR: 
This is your Aunt Em, Doreen. 
HACKER: 
Welcome, Doreen. I'm your 
Uncle Arthur. ° 
PIPER: 
And I'm Piper, the cook. 
(HE MOVES OFF TO THE STOVE AS 
BRIAN NOW ENTERS CARRYING HER BAG) 
BRIAN: 
Have you ever seen such a 
kitchen in all your days, 
Doreen? 
MRS. HACKER: 
I don't think she’s ever seen 
so many people. 


(O'HARA ENTERS AND COMES OVER) 


